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from iny dame's own supper-table, just before
she and the rest of the boys entered the room.
An hour or two after all in the house had
gone to bed, my two friends and I had roasted
our birds, and enjoyed probably such a meal
as we shall never again so much appreciate.
Had each of us preferred the partridges, the
affair had not gone off so well; but, fortunately,
Tyrrel very aptly began to speculate on the
virtues of the moor-hen, informing us that it vt as
undoubtedly the highly prized 9pru% of the early
Greeks, but kindly relinquishing his share of
it, Kennedy enjoyed the whole of it to himself;
for, though I doubted not but that the subject
had been classically handled, I obstinately re-
turned to my old opinion relative to the differ-
ence between a partridge and a tough old moor-
hen.    These, then, had been duly respected-,
and we were sitting round the fire, with the
second bottle of port looking rather foolish in
front of us? and were wondering at the cannons
which were then being fired on Windsor hill,
when we were alarmed on hearing somebody
coming quickly up the stairs.    Having blown
out the candles, and put the bottles into my
drawer, we each jumped into our beds, but were
by no means pleased when the man-servant en-
tered merely to awaken and inform us, that Tim
Cannon had won his fight of Josh Hudson,
for which great event the guns were then firing,